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Poetical.
The Beauty of Contentment.

J. ANDREWS.

Why should I envy wealth or fame,
Vr glittering splendors of the great ?

"Why nsk from birth a prouder name.
Or aoek to shine iu halls of State? 1

Can riches to tli soul impart
A How of blat co.iteut, more street J

Can all the boasted slww of art
With blias, iu poverty, compete ?

The lore that warms, the joy that swells
The boaomof a mouarch croivued

Ku-- of those guest delighted dwells,
In hearts uuenyied uurenowucd.

I walk forth in the silent night.
And listen to the mnrmuring rills

Admire bright Cynthia's silvery light,
KeUccted o'er my natire tii'ls.

VTherr rosy morn so softly steals
tVeraarth unheard, uufelt her pice

And w'ueu majestic Sol reveals
The glorious lustre of his face :

The wo.Mlla'id songster tunes his voice,
The sky-Ur- k perchrd begins his n;te

The groves with metodv rejoice.
And beauties iu tU sunbeams float.

Miscellaneous.
THE INVESTMENT,

OR,

THE TWO

"Can you loan me two thousand dol-

lars to establish myself in a small retail
business?" inquired a young man uot
vet out of his teens, of a middle-age- d

jrontleman who was poring over a pile
of ledgers in the counting room of one
of the largest establishments in Boston.
T be person adhresscd turned toward the
speaker, and regarding him for a mu-me- ut

with a look of surprise, inqui-
red!

'What security can you give me, Mr.
Strosser ?"

Nothing but my note," replied the
young man. promptly.

-- Which I fear would be bolow par in
the market," replied the merchant, smi-

ling.
"Perhaps so," the young man replied,

"but 3Ir. Barton, remember that the boy
is not the man; the time WMjf come
when Hiram Strosscr's note will be as
readily accepted as that of any other
ma:).' '

"True, very true," said Barton mildly,
''but you know business men seldom loan
money without adequate security oth-
erwise, they might soon be reduced to
penury."

At this remark, the young man's
countenance became deadly pale, and
having observed a silence of several
moments he inquired, in a voice whose
tones indicated keen disappointment:

"Then you cannot accommodate inc.
can you?''

"Call upon me and I win
give you a reply," said Mr. Barton and
the young man retired.

31 r. Barton resumed his labors at the
desk, but his mind was so much upon
the boy and his singular errand, that he
could not pursue his task with any cor-

rectness and after having made several
sad blunders, he closed his ledger, took
his hat and went out upon the street.
Arriving opposite the door of a wealthy
merchant, iu Mill street, he entered the
door.

'Good morning. Mr. Ilawley." said
lie. approaching the proprietor qt the es-

tablishment, nho was seated nt his desk,
counting over the profits of the week.

"Good morning," replied the mer-
chant, blandly, "happy to sec you have
a.seat?iiny news? how's trade?"

Without noticing these interrogation:;.
Barton said:

Young Stressor is desirous of estab-
lishing himself iu a small retail business
in Washington street, and called this
morning to secure of me a loan of two
thousand dollars for that purpose.''

"Indeed !"' exclaimed Ilawley, evi-

dently surprised at this announcement.
"but you do not think ot loaning that
sum, do you?''

"I do not know,"' replied Barton,
"Stressor is a young man of business
talent and strict integrity, and will be
likely to succeed in whatever he under-
takes."'

"Perhaps so," replied Ilawley, doubt-
fully; "but I am heartily tired of helping
to these young aspirants for
commercial honors."

'Have you ever suffered any from
such a course?" inquired Barton, at the
same time casting a roguish glance at
JIawley.

"No," replied Hawley, "for I never
Telt inclined to make an investment of
that kind."

"Then there is a fine opportunity to
do so. Tt may prove better than the
.stock in the bank. As for myself I have
concluded that if you will advanco one
thousand dollars, I will contribute an
Cual sum."

-- 'Not a single farthing would I ad-

vance for such a purpose; and if you
make an investment of that kind, I shall
consider you very foolish."

Barton observed a silence of several
mo. nunts and then arose to depart.

"If you do not feci disposed to share
with me in the enterprise, I shall ad-

vance the whole sum myself." Saying
which, he left the stove.

Ten years have passed away since the
occurrence of the conversation recorded
in the preceding dialogue, and Mr. Bar-

ton pale and agitated, isstandiug at the
same desk as when first introduced to

the reader's attention. As page after
page ot his ponderous ledger was exam-
ined, his dispair became deeper, till at
last he exclaimed:

"I am ruined utterly ruined !"
"How so?" inquired Hiram Strosscr.

who entered the counting room just in
season to hear Barton's remark.

The last European steamer brought
news of the failure of the house of Per-le- b;

Jackson & Co., London, who are in-

debted to me in the sum of nearly two
hundred thousand dollars. News of the
failure has become general, and my
creditors, panic stricken, are pressing
in my paper to be cashed. The banks
refuse me credit, and I have not the
means to meet 1113" liabilities. If I could
pass this crisis, perhaps I could rally
again; but it is impossible, my creditors
arc importunate, and I cannot much
longer keep above the tide," replied Bar-
ton.

"What is the extent of your liabili-
ties?"

"Seventy-fiv- e thousand dollars."
"Would that sum be sufficient to re-

lieve yon?'
"It" would."
"Then, sir, you shall have it," said

Strosser, as he stepped up to the desk,
and drew a check for twenty thousand
dollars. "Here take this, and when you
need more, do not hesitate to call upon
me. Kemcmber that it was from you I
received money to establish myself in
business."

"But the debt was cancelled several
years ago." replied Barton, as a ray of
hope shot across his troubled mind.

"True," replied Strosser, "but the debt
of gratitude I owe. has never been can-
celled, and now that the scale has turn-
ed. I deem it my duty to come up to
the rescue." At this singular turn in
the tide of fortune. Barton fairly wept
for joy.

His paper was taken up as fast as it
was sent in, and iu less than a month
he had passed the crisis, and stood per-
fectly safe and secure; his credit had in
creased, and his business unproved, While
several other firms sunk under the blow,
and could not rally, among whom was
Hawley, alluded to at the commence-
ment of this article.

-- How did you manage to keep above
the tide?" inquired Hawley of Barton
one morning, several months after the
events last recorded, as he met the latter
upon the street, on bis way to his place
of business.

"Very easily, indeed,'' replied Mr.
Barton.

"Weil, do tell me how," continued
Hawley; "1 lay claim to a good degree
of shrewdness, but the strongest exer-
cise of my wit.- did not save me; and yet
vou. whose liabilities are twice as heavy
as my own. have stood the shock, and
have come off even bettered by the
storm.''

"The truth is," replied Barton. "1
cashed my paper as soon as it was sent
in."

"I suppose so." said II r.vlev, regard
ing Mr. B. with a look of surprise, "but
how did yon obtain the funds ? As for
my part, I could not obtain a dollar
credit; the banks retuseu to take my
paper, and my friends even deserted
me."

'A little investment that I made some
ten years ago," replied Barton, smiling,

has recently proved exceedingly profi-
table."

"Investment !" echoed Hawley, "whit
investment?" -

Why. do you not remember how I
established young Strosser in business,
some ten years ago?"

"O. ycf, yes," replied Hawley, as a ray
of suspicion lit up his countenance, "but
what of that ?"

"He is cme of the heaviest dry goods
dealers in the city; and when this calam-
ity came on, he came forward and very
generously advanced seventy-fiv- e thou-
sand dollars. You know I told you.
on the morning I called to offer you an
equal share in the stock, that it might
prove better than an investment in the
bank."

During tins announcement-Mr- . Haw-ley- 's

eyes were bent intently on the
ground, and drawing a deep sigh, he
moved on, dejected and sad, while Mr.
Barton returned to his place of business
with his mind cleared and animated by
the thoughts of the singular invest-
ment.

V man who was notorious for his
prognostication of evil in regard to him-
self, being one day engaged in nailing
shingled on tiie top of a pretty high
house, accidently lost his foot-hol- d and
as he was slowly sliding down the long-smoot- h,

slanting roof, with no hope of
stopping himself, he let off his forebo-
dings in the following brief Dinner: ")-h-h- !

my stars alive ! what a golly snous-tc- r

of a fall I will have !"

H?t"T want to see some of your gim-
lets," said a greenhorn one day, as he
entered a hardware store. The dealer
took down several parcels, none of which
suited. "Well, then, what kind do you
want? there is almost every variety.
'Why. darn it, T want them what bore

square holes."

BJU A young lawyer trying to establish
himself iu buisness, is in one respect
like a young physician he needs
t truce.

BLThc printer is expected to do little
"thank-ce- ' jobs for everybody; but no
body expects to do anything iu tbo line
for him. Poor fellow! m

From the Grand rapids Enquirer.

A TALE OF HORROR.
We have received the following letter

from Br. John Moreton, a gentleman of
veracity and professional standing. We
think its perusal will convince our rea-

ders of the entire truth of all that is said
about Modern Spiritualism.

GRAND TRAVERSE, Mich.
Dec. 28, 1856.

Editor EnQI"iueu : I send the fol-

lowing account of a most extraordinary
event, or transaction or what you will

because, in my opinion, it ought uot
to be suppressed; but on the contrary,
thoroughly investigated. Iu the midst
of the excitement here, such a thing as
a calm, unbiassed examination, is alto-
gether out of the question, nor would it
be safe to attempt it, inasmuch as the
determination of the people is very strong
to hush it up. As I myself am one of
the chief characters concerned in the af-
fair. I dare not attempt, if I possessed
the ability, to determine the character
of what I am about to relate.

I left your city to establish myself
here, as you will remember, some time
in July last a young and inexperienc-
ed physician. Almost the first patient
I was called to see was a Mrs. Haydcn.
a woman of thirty-fiv- e years of age. a
strong constitution and well balanced
mind, and apparently, with little or no
imagination. She was. however, a spir-
itualist, with the reputation of being a

superior medium. Her usual physician.
Dr. J. N. Williams, was absent, and
hence her application to me. I found
her laboring under a severe attack of
typhus fever, which threatened to prove
fatal. Having prescribed for her I left,
promising to send Br. W. as soon as he
returned. This was on Saturday morn-
ing. At night, Dr. W. took the patient
off my hands, and I did not see her
again until Friday evening of the ensu
ing week. 1 then lound her dying, and
remained with her until her decease,
which took jdace precisely at midnight.
She was, or appeared to be rational du-

ring the whole of my visit, thongh I
was informed she had been delirous the
greater part of the week. There was
nothing remarkable about her symptoms;
I should say the disease had taken its
natural course.

At the time of disccase, there was in
the room, besides myself, her husband.
Mrs. Green, (her sister) and Mrs. Miles
(a neighbor.) Her husband, whom i
particularly noticed, was very thin and
weak, then suffering from a quick con-

sumption, already beyond recovery.
lie bore the character of a clear mind-
ed, very firm, illiterate but courteous
man, and a most strenuous unbeliever
i:i spiritualism.

There had been some subdued con-
versation such as is natural in such
scenes the patient taking no part in it.
except to signify, iu a faint and gradu-
ally diminishing voice, her wants, until
about :in hour before her death, when a
sudden and indescribable change came
over her features, voire, and whole ap-
pearance a change which her husband
noticed by saying, with e.s I thought,
wholly unwarranted bitterness,

"There go those cursed spirits again.'
The patient hereupon unclosed her

eyes and fixed a loo': of unutterable
emotion on her husband a look so di-

rect, searching, and unwavering, that 1

was not a little startled by it. Mr. Hay-de- n

met it with something like an un-

happy defiance, and finally asked of his
wife what she wanted. She immediate-
ly replied in a voice of perfect health.

Vou know."
1 w is literally astonished at the words,

and the voice in which they were utter-
ed. I had often heard and read of a re-

turn of volume and power of voice just
preceding dissolution; but the voice of
the patient had none of the unnatural
intonation of such it was, as I have
said, perfectly healthy. In a few mo-

ments she continued, in the same voice,
and with her eves still fixed upon her
husband :

"William, in your secret soul, you do
believe."

Wife." was the imploring reply.
"That is the devil which has stood be-

tween us and Heaven for so many
mouths. We are both at the very verge
of tlfe grave, and in God's name let him
be buried first."

Apparently without bearing or heed-
ing him she repeated her words :

"You dare not disbelieve."
"I do," he replied, excited by her

manner, "while you are dying nay, if
you were dead, and speak to me, I dare
not believe."

"Then she said. I will speak to yon
when I am dead ! I will come to you
at your last moment, and. with a voice
from the grave. I will warn 3 011 of your
time to follow me."

"But 1 shall not believe a spirit."
"I will come in the body, and speak

to you. Remember !"
She then closed her eyes, and straight-

way sank into her former state.
As soon as we hod somewhat recover-

ed from the shock of this most extraor-
dinary scene, her two children were
brought into the room, to receive her
dying blessings. She partially roused
herself, and placing a hand on the head
of each, she put un a praver to the throne
of grace faint in voice, indeed, but a
prayer lit which all the strength of her
unpolished soul, heart and mind, was
exerted to its utmost, dying limit; such
a prayer as a seraph might attempt, but
none but a dying wife and mother could
accomplish. From that moment her
breathing crew rapidly weaker and more

difficult, and at twelve o'clock, she .ex-

pired apparently without a struggle.
I closed her eyes, straightened and

composed her limbs, and was about to
leave the house, when Mrs. Green re-

quested 1110 to send over two young la-

dies from my boarding house, to watch
with the dead. All this occupid some
ten minutes.

Suddenly Mrs. Miles screamed and
Mr. Hayden started from the bed-sid-

where he had been sitting. The sup-pos- e

corpse was sitting erect in the bed,
and struggling to speak! Her eyes
were still closed; and, save her open
mouth and quivering tongue there were
all the looks of death in her face. With
a great hcjivc of the chest, uthut the
single word came' forth :

IIememuer !"
Her jaw fell back in its plaue. and she

again lay down, as before. I now ex-

amined her minutely. That she was
dead, there could be no further possible
shadow of doubt, and so I left ie house.

On the following day, Dr. Williams
made a post mortum examination of
the body. I was prevented, y busi-
ness, from attending, but was informed
by the Doctor that he found her brain
but slightly affected, (an unppual fact
in persons dying of typhus fever,) but
that her lungs were torn and rent ex-

tensively, as if by sudden, single and
powerful effort, and partially suffused
with coagulated blocd. These were ali
the noticeable features of the ease. She
was buried on the afternoon of the same
day.

About two weeks after the death of
his wife, I was called to visit Mr. Hay-
den. 1 met Dr. Williams on my way:
told him my errand, and expressed some
surprise at the preference of the family
for myself, as I knew him to be a safe
and experienced practioncr. lie repli-
ed that nothing could induce him to en-

ter that house again. He "had seen
things that well 1 would find out when
I got there." I was considerably

at tho Doctor's manner and
warmth; and beguiled my way by fancy-
ing what had alarmed him a physician

from his duty.
On my arrival; I found no person

present with the patient except Mrs.
Green, who informed me that the spir-
its had been playing such pranks that
not a soul. Dr. . included could be in-

duced to remain. The children had
bucii gone BOWS ttme yhar Wvre trtfcor
house.

Found the patient very low, and
with no prospect of surviving the attack.
He was, however, quite free from pain,
though very weak. While I was in the
house, I noticed many manifestations of
that powor called spiritualism. Tables
and chairs were moved and removed:
billets of wood thrown upon the fire,
and doors opened and. shut, without any
apparent agency. I heard struggles
and unaccountable noises, too; and felt
an unusual sensation, caused no doubt,
by the mysteries which surrounded and
mocked me. Noticing my manner, the
patient observed:

"It is nothing. You must get used
to it Doctor."

"T should .not be content unless I
could explain them, as well as become
indifferent to them." I replied.

This opened the way t:j a long con-

versation during which I probed my pa-
tient's mind to the bottom, but without
detecting a shadow of belief. Speaking
of his wife, he said:

"You hoard Ellen promise to warn
me of my time to die?

"I did but did you believe her?"
' 'No. If it is possible, sh will keep
her word iu spite of heuveu "and hell.
But it is simply impossible. She prom-
ised to come in the body and speak to
me. I shall accept 110 other warning
from her save the literal meaning ofber
words.'.'

"And what then?"'
"How much of her Body is there left,

even now, Doctor? and she has not come
yet. She promised to come from the
n ave. Can she do it? No, no it's nil
humbug a delusion poor Ellen
Thank God, Doctor, the devil which so
haunted her life, and stood between her
soul and mine, cannot reach her now."

"But if she should come you may bo

deceived."
"I cannot. Others may see her, too.

and bear her. I shall believe no spec-
tre, if there are such things. Her body-a- s

it is or will be, let that speak if it
can !"

From that day up to the hour of his
death, I was with him almost constant-
ly: and was daily introduced to some
new aud startling phenomenon. The
neighbors had learned to shun the house,
and even the vicinity, as they would the
plague, and strange stories passed from
gossip to gossip, acquiring more of the
marvelous at every repetition. Never-
theless my practice increased.

On the morning of November 30th. I
called a little earlier than usual. Du-
ring the visit, the manifestations of su-

pernatural presence were more frequent,
wild and violent, than ever before. 1

was informed that they had been ex-

ceedingly' violent during the preceding
night, their character, too, had greatly
changed. Besides the moving of all
moveable ankles the tinkling of glass-
es and the rattling of tin ware, there
were frequent and startling sounds, as
of whispered conversation, singing and
subdued laughter all perfec t imitations
of the human voice, but too low for me
to detect the words used if words there
were. Still, however, none of the unu-
sual rounds had entered the sick room.

They followed the footsteps of Mrs.
Green, like a demon echo; but paused
upon the threshold of that room, as if
debarred by a superior power, from en-
tering there.

I found Mr. Hayden much worse and
sinking very fast. Ho had passed a bad
night. Doubtful whether he could sur-
vive to see another morning, I left him,
promising to call at evening, and spend
the night with him, resolving in my se-

cret thoughts, to be "in at the death."
If there was to be a ghostly warning, I
meant to hear it, and, if possible, to
solve the strange enigma.

- 4: . 4 H - 5fc

The day had been 'exceedingly cold
Land stormy, and the night had already
set 111 dark and dismal, with a fierce gale
and driving storm of rain and hail, when
I again stood beside my patient. The
moment I looked at him, I perceived
unmistakcablc indications of the near
approach of death upon his features.
He was free from pain, his mind perfect-
ly clear; but his life was ebbing away,
with every breath; like thejslow burning
out of an exhausted lamp.

Meanwhile the storm arose to a tem-
pest and the gloom grew black as death
to the wild night without. The wind
swept in tremendous gusts through the
adjoining forests, startling the icy bran-
ches of the trees, and came wailing and
shriekine: through every crack and cran-
ny of the building.

Within there was yet wilder
All that had been said or Bung,

written or dreamed of ghostly visitations
was then and there enacted. There was
ringing of bells, moving of furniture,
crash, of dishes, whispers, howls, crying,
laughter, whistling, groaning, heavy and
light footsteps, and wild music, as if in
mockery of the infernal regions. ' All
these tilings grew wilder with the rising
gale, until towards midnight they Were
almost insufferable.

As for us three the patient, Mrs.
Green and myself not a word passed
our lips after nine o'clock. As for the
state of our minds, God only knows.
Mine, in the wild whirl of thoughts and
events which followed, forgot all the past
save what I have recalled and penned,
bit by bit, above. I remember looking
only for the final catastrophe, which
grew rapidly nearer, with a constant en-

deavor to concentrate all my faculties of
mind and sense upon the phenomenon
which I at least, had bc;uii to believe.
would herald the loss of my patient.

As it grew closer upon twelve o'clock
(for upon the striking of that hour had
my thoughts fixed themselves for the
expected demonstration.) my agitation
became so great that it was with extreme
difficulty 1 could control myself.

Nearer and nearer grew the fatal mo-

ment for fatal I perceived it would be.
to the patient at least; and, tit last, the
seconds trembled ou the brink of mid-
night; the clock began to strike. One

two three ! I counted the strokes
of the hammer which seemed as though
they never would have done ten

twelve! I drew my breath again!
The last lingering echo of the last stroke
"had died fairly away; and as yej, there
was no token of any presence save our
own.

All was silent The wind had lulled
for a moment, and not a sound stirred
the air within the house. The ghosts
had fled !

I arose and approached the bedside.
The patient was alive, drawing his breath
very slowly dying. The interval be-

tween his gasps grew longer; then lie
ceased to breathe altogether he was
dead. Mrs. Green was sitting in her
place, her elbows resting on her knees,
her face buried in the palms of her hands.
I closed the open mouth and pressed
down the eyelids of the dead then 1

touched Iter on the shoulder.
Tt is over," I whispered.
Thank God," was the fervent re- -

ply.
3fc T ' T 2?6

Then we both started. There was a
rustling of the bed clothes 1 Mr. Hay-
den was sitting erect, his chest heaving
with a mighty effort for one more inspi-r.'.tio- u

of the blessed air. Before I could
reach him he spoke: -

tlMy God! she is comiiiy !"
At. the same instant, the wind came

back with a sudden appalling gust, as it
swept through the crevices of the build-
ing. Then there was opening of the out-
er door ! then a staggering and uncertain
step in the outer room ! the latch lifted!
the door swung open ! and then, my God
what a spectacle ! !

I wonder, even now, that I dare de-

scribe it think of it remember it.
1 would i believed it then, or do now;
that I did not go mad. or drop down
dead.

Through the open door there stepped
a figure a figure not of 31 rs. Hayden.
nor of death, but a thousand times more
horrible, a thing of corruption and de-

cay, worms and rottenness
The features were nearly all gone and

the skull, in places, gleamed through,
white and terrible. Her breast abdo-

men and neck had been eaten away, her
limbs were putrid, green and inexpress-
ibly loathsome, the cavities of her shoul-
ders, chest, abdomen, neck and thighs,
were a living mass of great and ugly
grave worms, which as she stepped, drop-
ped away to the floor, together with
gouts and clots of putrid flesh ! Her
trail over the threshold and into the out
er dark nes-!- . was marked by these loath- -

some tokens, a luminous line of corrup-
tion and crawling worms, the effluvia of
which was most horrible !

And yet to these putrescent jaws there
was born a voice smothered indeed,
and strange but distinct:

"Come ! William ! they wait for you
I wait !"
I dared not turn my eyes from the in-

truder, I could not, if I dared though
I heard a groan behind me and a
fall.

Then it the thing before me sank
down in a heap, a dark and loathsome
heap of putrescence and fragments.

I remember I did not faint, that I did
not cry out. How long I stood trans-
fixed I know not; but at last with an ef-

fort and a prayer, I turned to the bed.
3Ir. Hayden had fallen upon the floor,
face downward, stone dead. I raised
and replaced him; I composed his limbs;
I closed his eyes; I bound up his chin;
I crossed his hands upon his breast and
tied them there. Then I bore out the
body of his sister insensible but not
dead, into the pure air out of that hor-
ror and stench into the storm and dark-
ness out of death into life again!
Oomtty of Grand Traverse, JMcti.,ss.

Mrs. Josepha H. Green, being duly
sworn deposes and sayeth that the letter
of Dr. Johu Moreton, hereto appended,
which she has read, is strictly true, so
far as it goes, though much of the his-

tory of what occurred at her brother's,
(the late Mr. Hayden) house is omit-
ted, and this she deposes of her own
knowledgo.

JOSEPHA H. GREEN.
Sworn and subscribed before me, a

Public in and for the County of
Grand Traverse, and State of

on the 20th day of December. A.
D., 1S5G.

JAMES TAYLOR, N. P.
County of Grand traverse, Mich. ss.

James Hudson being duly sworn,
and sayeth, that he, in company

with (leo. (Jrcen, Albert J. Baily and
Henry II. Smcad, on the first day of De-

cember last, in the afternoon of said day,
did go to the house of William II. Hay-
den, deceased, for the purpose of bury-in- S

the body of Hayden, the deceased
and that they found upon the floor of
the room in which the body of said de-

ceased lay, and near the door of said
room, the putrid remains of a human
corpse, a female, as the deponent verily
believes and avers; and that they carried
away and buried the body of said Hay-
den. deceased; aud found ihe grave of
the wife of said 11 ayden, , in the
month of August last, open at the head
of said grave, and that said grave was
empty of the body of said wife of said
Hayden, deceased, the body of said wife
of said Hayden being gone from said
grave; and that they then returned to
said house, wherein said Hayden died,
and after removing the furniture from
said house the deponent did, at the re-
quest of 3Irs. (Jrcen. sister of said Hay-
den, deceased, set fire to said house, and
that said house was thereby entirely con-

sumed, with all that remained in said
house, and burned to ashes. Thislaver
of my own knowledge.

JAMES HUDSON.
AVc aver and solemnly swear, that

the above affidavit is strictly and en-

tirely true, of our own knowledge.
GEORGE GREEN,
ALBERT J. BAILY,
HENRY K. SMEAD.

Sworn and subscribed before me, a
Public, in and for the County of a

Grand Traverse, and State of
on this 20th day of December.- - A.

D..185G.
JAMES TAYLOR, N. P.

GALLANTRY.
Speaking of gallantry, reminds us of

Gen. Worth. Did you ever hear how
fond he was of cauliflowers? He had a

passion for that vegetable ; a love surpass-
ing the love of woman. When stationed
at West Point long, long ago", in com-man- d

of the corps of cadets: he had a lit-

tle garden in the rear of his quarters
ploughed up and planted entirely with
cauliflowers. How he watched over that
little plantation ! first the small green
leaf, then the respectably sized plant,
then the imperfectly developed head; un-

til oneday returning from his duties, his
mouth watering at the thought that at
the dinner he should enjoy his first caul-
iflower from his own garden, he saw
horror of horror Old Beard's cow leis-

urely finishing the very last cauliflower
in the same garden. For an instant.
Worth's grief, and dismay, and indigna-
tion were too great for utterance; until
at last he broke: "Very well, madam!
Prehaps you would like a little drawn
butler on that ! your epicurean
soul ! Then followed a brick, and grace-
ful movements on the part of the cow.

Jgy-T- he Cleveland Plaindealer ays
an athletic specimen of a man from the
Emerald Isle. called in the conn ting room
ofone of our River street merchants, and
there took off his hat to make his best
bow.

The top of the morning to ye, 3Ir.
I've been told ye're in want of j

help."
"I've but little to do." replied 3D

I' , with mercantile gravity.
T in the, boy for y.-'s- . It's but little

I care 'bout doin' -- shure it's the money
I'm after."

f.7--A lady informs a Boston editor.
tiiat Having a oou constitution, sue can
I J.nl.l'l,.MBaa 1 f f, - t . 1
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of perfect bliss is a fast horse in a sleigh,
plenty of buftbla-rohes- . and a neat fitting a
overcoat with a man in it. She added,
if that is not happiness, I'm open to con-

viction a to what is! I

Gough and Paul Denton.
Gough the great apostle of temper-

ance, who is traversing the country to
leaturc the the people into total absti-
nence, it seems is in the habit of appro-
priating, as a part of the speech he re-
houses everywhere, an eloquent apos-
trophe to water, which originated with
the celebrated Paul Denton, a dis

3Iethodist preacher in Texas,
many years ago, when, being called
upon for a temperance speech, he broke
forth in a strain of surpassing eloquen cc
as follows:

' "Look at that, ye thirsty ones ofearth!
Behold it! See Howitglit-tei'- s,

as if a mass of liquid gems! It is
a beverage brewed by the hand of the
Almighty himself! Not in the simmer-
ing still, over smoky fires, choked with
poisonous' masses, and surrounded by
the stench of sickening odor or. rank
corruptions doth our Father in Heaven
prepare ihe precious essence of life, the
pure cold water; but in the glade and
grassy dell, where the red deer wander
and the child loves to play; there God
brews it, and down, down in the deep et,t
valleys, where the fountains murm ur
and the rills sing; and high up the tall
mountain tops, where the naked gran-
ite glitters like gold in the sun, where
the storm clouds brood and the thunder
storms crash; and away fur out on the
wide sea, where the hurricanes howl
music and the roar the chorus, sweep-
ing the march of God there he brews
it that beverage of life health-givin- g

water! And everywhere it is a thing of
beauty; gleaming in the dewdrop sing-
ing in the summer rain shining in the
ice-se- till the trees all seemed turned
to living jewels spreading a golden veil
over the setting sun, or a white gauze a --

round the niidniirht'Tmoon sportinsr iu
the cataracts sleeping iu the glaciers
dancing in the hail showers foldiug its
bright snow curtain softly about the
wintry world, aud weaving the many
collored iris -- that soraph's zone of the
sky --whose warp is the rain-dro- p of
earth, whose roof is the sunbeam of
heaven, all checkered over with eelestial
flowers, by the mystic hand of refrac-
tion still always it is beautiful, that
blessed life-wrte- r. No poison bubbles
on the brink; its form brings no sad-

ness or murder; no blood stains its
limpid glass; broken-hearte- d wives, pale
widows, and starving orphans shed no
tears in its depths, no drunkards shriek-
ing ghost from the grave curses it iu
words of eternal despair; beautiful, pure,
blessed and glorious; give mc forever
the sparkling, pure cold water !"

Stubbs Seeks Revenge.
'Poppy, old Smith's grey colt has bro-

ken into our cabbage patch again.'
'He has, has he? Well, just you load

my rifle, my son. and we will see if an
ounce of lead will not lead 31r. Smith's
colt to reform his habits.'

This coliloquy passed between 3Ir. and
3Iaster Stubbs, just after tea. As soon
as dark came, 3Ir. Stubbs takes his rifle,
marches over towards old Smih's farm,
and when within about thirty rods of
old Smith's barn, he raised the deadly
tube,' took aim pulled the trigger, and
dropped 'one of the best-lookin- g grey-colt-

s

in the country.'
Stubbs having fulfilled his mission, re-

turned home, went to bed, and slept with
lighter conscience than he had enjoyed

during the last eight months. The next
morning, while seated at breakfast, who
should be seen striding towards the

of Mr. Stubbs but old Mr. Smith.
Smith entered the house Smtih was
excited, and for a moment lacked words
to express himself.

'Mr. Stubbs I've come over ts tell you
that a horse was shot near my barn last
night.'

'Sorry to hear it, 3Ir. Smith, although
not at all surprised, for that grey colt of
yours was not calculated to make friends. '

'But it wasn't my colt that got shot.'
'Wasn't your grey colt? Well, which

horse was it?'
Tt .wasn't mine at all, but one of yours

that grey colt you purchased last week
of Widow Dubois. He broke into my
pasture last evening: I intended to send
him home this morning, but it's no use
now his brains lay scattered around tho
barn-yard- .'

Sir. Stubbs was thunderstruck. Tho
idea that he had killed the wrong horse,
drove him to desperation, and caused him
to seek relief in a direction that rather
astonished his household. Tho last seen
of Stubbs, he was chasing his oldest boy,
Jim, down the turnpike with an eight
foot sapling.

EgsThe debating society of Springs
Garden recently, after a very animated
discussion on the question, "whether a
ijal has a right to say no before she s
axed, decided, by nearly a nuautuious
vote, "she liatnt. '

&3-- A wag upon visiting a medical
museum, was shown some dwarfs and
other specimens of mortality, all preserv
ed in alcohol.

Well," said he, "I never thought the
dead could be in such spirits."

5, An Irishman on being asked
which was the elder, he or his brother.
rcpnea, "i am tne oiucst, nut 11 my
brother lives three yearn wc shall both be- .
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KQt, Early on a very cold morping
travelling profile painter railed at the

house of a wag, and inquired if he want-
ed a profile taken. " Yes ( was the repl ?)

want yours taken from the door "


